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“CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.’’ 


“Tf one wishes to be successful in life— Advertise! Advertise!! Advertise!!!’ This is Poor Pa’s quotation, not mine, and he asserts that he culled it from 
Well, Dad is just now making frantic efforts to advertise his ‘ Christmas Holidays.’ I doubt, though, if he is going quite the 
right way about it. When aman advertises in all the daily newspapers, ‘A Grand Aerial Flight in a Flying Machine,’ the British people do not like to be put off 
with a discourse on Christmas Numbers, consequently Poor Pa had a far from happy time of it on Hampstead Heath last Monday afternoon.” —Tootsie. 


the works of one of our yreat poets. 


WHERE HEROISM DRAWS THE LINE! 


‘ aul don,” they asked him." leal a forlorn hope, 
he olds a bundred tu one on death?" “I 
‘1 he anawered, firmly, 


“Dare you,” they continuel, “confront an enraged 


ply. 


(with cold drops of fear upon bis brow, he murmured, brokenly, “ Not me!" 


“Then you are willing,” they shricked, “to act as 
tigress despoiled of ber whelps7" “TI dare!" was his umpire at an Association Football match?" But, 
proud re; 


A SNEAK. 


——— 


ON Christmas Eve, 1861, 8 small but jovial company 
were assembled at a farm-house near Ciordes, in the South 
of France, clinking their glasses and tales 4 one another 
long life and happiness. Qutside, meanwhile, lurked a 
would-be assassin, with a loaded gun. 

There were present Farmer Auphan and his young wife, 
the farmer's father, the wife's mother, and a cousin of the 
wife's, a miller living at some little distance, This miller 
had to be at work early next day, eo at half-past seven he 
rose, and, bidding the rest good-night, went his way. He 
had not gone far, though, when he heard a shot, and cries 
for help coming from the direction of the farm. At once 
he ran back and found the farmer, in the farm-yard, 
struggling in the agonies of death, blood pouring from a 
wound in his breast, the family crowded round him—the 
family, that is to say, with the exception of the wife, who 
was found in a half-fainting condition in the kitchen where 
the party had just supped, and she was carried to bed. 

The miller ran as fast as his legs would carry him to fetch 
a doctor and a priest, but they arrived too late. The farmer 
was dead, Accompanying them was a horse dealer named 
Denante, who lived in the neighbourhood, and bore the 
reputation of being a wild, loose-living fellow, — Hle professed 
to be a great friend of the farmer's, and was a frequent. 
visitor at the farm, and his grief. on discovering the body of 
his murdered friend, was intense—tvo intense, indecd, for it 
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excited aconsiderable amount of suspicion in the minds of everyone. 

The fact was that for a long time past, rumour had coupled the 
names of Denante and Auphan's young wife, and much scandal 
had been talked about them. Denante was a fine broad-shouldered, 
and good-looking fellow, Auphan a poor creature al ways ailing. It 
was whispered that the husband was being slowly poisoned. 

The day after the farmer's murder Denante was in custody. in 
the night he talked wildly to the epee whowere in charge of him. 
In the morning he attempted his life with a knife he had managed 
to conceal. Thinking himself upon the point of death the sneak 
blabbed. “Oh, the women, the women!” he cried, “ It was she, 
I did it. 1 killed him, aaa tart 


palice near the 
stables, where there is that large hole, through which you can 

barrel of your gun. 1 will send him to the stable, and as he will 
carry a lantern you can take a steady aim.” Denante loaded his 
gun and had supper with his wife and family, and set out on his 
murderous errand. At about seven Auphan’s wife came to the 
spot where he was concealed, urged him to do his work well, kissed 
him through the palings, and stole back to the kitchen. 

When the deed was done Denante flung the gun down a well and 
ran as fast as he could to an adjoining village, where he shewed 
himself at two or three cabarets, a tobacconist’s, and.a barber's shop, 
at the latter calling particular attention to the time, by inquiring 
whether the clock was not slow. All this was, of course, in the 
hope of establishing an alibi, an idea which he almost immediately 
abandoned. 

Taken into custody the wife indignantly denied all his statements, 
and swore that there had been no love-making between them. But 
now the cowardly rascal played his trump card. He pointed out 
to the magistrate a spot where he had secreted a bundle of Madame 
Auphan’s love letters. These abostingy apalt, but full of passionate 
declarations of romantic love. created the most profound sensation 
throughout the country, and. the court was crammed when the 
trial came on. But great was the disappointment when “ La Venus 
de Gordes” lifted her veil and proved to be a red-faced, P coon! oung 
woman of twenty-five, whilst her lover, who had been described as 
a rustic Apollo, was only a mean-looking shuflling fellow. 
According to the man’s account, as we have seen, the woman was 
the most to blame, but it is doubtful whether it was not he who 
urged her on to the commission of the crime, purch: poisons, 
and induced her to administer some to his wife. Strange to say, 
the jury found “extenuating circumstances” in the case, and the 
man and woman were sentenced to imprisonment for life, with 
hard labour, 

ea « ° * a « 

LaITEST. 

The mos groan Messer ‘av ‘ad bad times with the Kimmist a bout 
hour apartmentses kard. Itt appeer the anteek fabbrick findin’ 
Squils outt off ‘is shopp tri to remoov hour kard from the winder, 
butt bein’ ‘usty like av broke one off them bigy bloo glars botles. 


Mii!! 
(Newt week, “ A Clerical Scandal.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
— Oopresponceats wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough tocuntain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose louse stamps. 


-Vot a bit of good, OLD HARRY, We hace now ton much on hand, 
JOHNNIE, take our tip, and acck a Fortune in another land. Yva, 
we have been busy, ANX10U8 ; Christmas comes but once a year, 
If it came around more often, SLOPER'S staff would die, we frar, 

“is are saucy, PRETTY PERT ONE ; So we sha'n't insert your pun, 
for empty twaddle, your effusion, SAM, my boy, quite takes the 
bun. Poy, dear, don't be so stupid. H. A. 3 you are quite 
right. R.O. F., you've nearly guessed it. PROWLING PRUDE, she 
isa sriyht. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, te. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
‘THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 


PARIS 
On sale at ali Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rut DE LA BANQUE. 


—_—_—_——a————_ 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid tu the next-nf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ha, epee to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part uf the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'8 HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sellowing Wednesday morning. 


————— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


In the Four-Ale Bar, 
First Working Man, Yes, and then [ sce‘d a blackbird as white 
as snow. 
Second Working Man. Yah! Gow on. Who are yer gettin’ at? 
First Working Man (in injured tone), That's the wust of you 
bloomin’ Atheists, you never will believe nuthin’, 


s 
IF you ask a fair woman to give you her age, 
he'll lessen at least it by two; 
And will do the same trick in deduction I'll wage 
In naning the size of her shoe. 


2 
Gus. Wh-a-ot's the matter, deah boy? You look quite upset. 
Charly, 80 I should think. I'm fairly twembling all over with 
—er—er—indignation. Coming up in the twain this morning I 
had my ulster buttoned all the way down, and a woman actually 
asked me if 1 could lend her a pin. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 862.—The “Caprivi” Costume. 


Flower Girl. A flower for your 


pretty girl, kind sir ? 
“What makes you so dirty, Jim?” (V.8.—And poor Jones was only 
“Well, I wos male of the dust of the seeiny home a friend of his 
an’ I reckon it's a-workin’ out o’ me.” pretty wife's, 


First Fair One, And are we to understand, Charley, that there is nothing 
objectionable in the play ? 
. Nothing at all. 
‘air One. Then I for one shall not go. 


Charl 
First 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 33.—George Paston. 


She. My tears are of no avail. 
(George passed on.) them—— 


He. Well, drop 


BERL 


(Saturday, November 24, 1894. 


The Sloper'e Nose Hotel. 
Customer. What's the eae Bung? 


Bung. Why, there'sa new liceman on this beat, and he’s a tot 
eee hy, @ teetotal policeman is all the better for cies 


Bung. Not much. If a bobby drinks, a pint or two of beer keeps 
him quiet, but with a tote, he takes th instead a 
and takes care that he gets it, too 2 — eee, 


oe M -_ it’s all off fae Sack Poet Nellie Walters. 
e. Yea, they were only engaged a two, 
Be er rete oe ln cei ad 
le. Jack gave her the same rin: t t i 

Kip okite bemueipka ed, ee eee 

She. What was that? 

He, “From Jack to Ethel,” and he'd told Nellie hel never 
‘oved before. ee 


hed, 
Should always brag the most by far 
About the sirls | he's mashed, 

Sni; . That looks like a good dog of yours. Fine for burglars. 
I aheata think. ie ia 
Snapper. So I thought until last night. 
Snipper. What happened then 
Snapper. A burglar stole his bres collar off his neck. 


Visitor, Do Pb take after your father, Tommy? 
Tommy. Rather! He always helps himself first, you can bet. 


“ ONE of the greatest mistakes of the present day is the delusi 
possessed by so many people that the obligation emailing prot 
of half a crown lasts over twenty-four hours.” 

Extract from SLOPER'S “ Words of Wisdom.” 


Fag Man, That man knows a. good deal of the ups and downs 
of life. 

Sccond Man. Ah, seen better days has he? 

First Man. Well, no, he works an hotel lift, don't you know. 


Undertaker (negotiating for purchase of business). No, it’s too 
‘igh a price altogether for a place with such a disadvantage? 


Fy ose younege ? 
ndertaker, I should think so ; why, there ain't a blessed doctor 
within ten mile of it. *.° 


Itv (enthusiastically). My dear Miss Carper, you really don't 
half know my fiancée ; she's worth her weight in gold. 

She (envious), H'm! What is the sterling value of fourteen 
stone of bullion? “° 


Englishman. How is it the Japs are beating you so and killing 
such a lot of your soldiers? 
Chinaman, Ah, that cos they wear bootee all same Englishman. 
Kilts  caaeat What has wearing boots got to do with being 
i 
Chinaman. Why, 80 muchee better for run in; poor Chineeman 
no able to get away. *.° 


THE crack pianist wants an hour's 
Persuasion ere he'll play, 
But, oh, considerably more 
Before he'll come away. 
es 


s 

Proodly, Ah, but I can trace my pedigree back to the Nurman:, 
don't you know. 

Snobson, Ah, sure, but my ancestors were kings of Ireland long 
before the poor beggarly Normans were ever thought of, begor ! 

Smartly. Pooh, that’s nothing! Why, one of my forefathers was 
architect of the Tower of Babel. Fact, i assure you. I have it on 
my family tree at home. *,° : 

“IN olden days the idea used to be ‘kiss and make up,’” said De 
Tumkyns, as he retired from the ball-ruom to free his lips from 
a mixture of starch, zOnER zinc powder, and lipsalve, “* but now 
it seems to be ‘make up an kiss.’ 


First Elector. Would you calf our Member rising politician 
now 

Second Elector. Oh, undoubtedly. He's always getting on hi> 
feet. + 


Muobinson. Do you like driving? 

Cutely. No, it’s too much trouble. 

Robinson, How is it you are always out in your trap, then? 

Cutely, That isn't driving. Why, I’ve got all 1 can do to hold 
him in. Ch 


“HOPE you had a good night, sir,” said the landlord of the 
village inn as his guest came down with a pale face and a not- 
slept-a-blessed-wink sort of expression. “ Well, I can't complain 
of the sport,” was the response, * but I’m afraid I shall have to 
shift my quarters. 1 came down here for the foz-hunting. 


ss 
Singer. I am going round to the Institute for the Benetit of 
Inebriates at the corner of our street. ae 
Swilleby, 1 didn’t know there was one hereabouts—why, this is 


the Blue Pig. ‘ 
pease: Yes, that’s the new name for ‘em. Sounds better than 


* Pub. *,° 


ring ie Do you believe in bicycling for girls? : 

Old Bachelor. Certainly | do. They must have something to 

do, and I prefer the occupation which takes them away from home. 
ss 


s 
OF evening party joys is he 
A most eftective blighter, 
That nuisance who suppressed should be— 
The Amateur Reciter. 
a 
* 
The Artful Member, Can 1 lend you half a crown, old man? 
The Mug (indignantly). Lend me half a crown: No, thank 
you. I haven't come down to that yet. I've got cnough to go on 
with, thank you (pudls out a handful of secererg he): 
The Artful Member (hastily)) So you havef Then you might 
lend me a fiver, old man. *,° 


“TH18 is not to be borne,” as the hod carrier remarked to 4 
double load of bricks. “ 

Jones. Brown is waiting outside to see you. 

Smith. Oh, he can wait. He's accustomed to it. 


Jones. How do you know? 
Smith, Why, he’s a married man. 


——»—_——_ 


JsuUsT OUT. ONE PENNY. 


CHRISTMAS LARKS. 


THE EXTRA NUMBER OF “LARKS!" 


SIXTEEN PAGES OF R'GHT-DOWN ROARING STOFP. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C- 


Saturday, November 24, 1804.) 
TOOTSIE ON CIRCUSES. 


| wust own I, myself, don't much care for circuses, But there 
appear to be people who go to them, and pay to go, or else Herr 
Wulff would not 
come to town, os 
he has done, again 
and again, and 
prospered. That 
there will ever 
again be an all-the- 
year-round circus 
in London does not 
seem to be at all 
probable now poor 
old Astley's is done 
away with, Nor at 
Brighton do cir- 
cuses seem to 
catch on, but then 
Brighton is Lon- 
don-by-the-Sea, In 
the provinces, per- 
haps, it msy be 
otherwise, and I 
read that Trans- 
] field's “permanent 
circus” was opened 
the other day at 
Limerick in the 
nce of the 
ayor, “that the 
National Anthem 
was played by the 
band, and that a 
part of the enter- 
tainment consisted 
of one Alonzo 


(presumably the Brave) allowing a large stone to be broken in 
two upon his head with a 


edge-hammer by one of the 
audience.” 


Astley's itself did not have a ring all the year round, for during 
the summer months dramas were performed there to very sor aged 
benches, and once Moody and Sankey crammed it full with a 
monster prayer meeting. There wasa time, shough, when Astley’s 
did large business—the time when Kit and Kit's mother, and 
Barbara and Barbara's mother, and little Jacob and the baby went 
there to the gallery; on which occasion, don't you remember, 
Barbara said of the lady who jumped over the ribbons in the ring, 
that she “was the beautifullest creature ever and that Kit 
replied “She was well — I don't — that, but think how 
she was dressed and painted, and what a difference that made.” 
On first seeing them, cea from the gallery, these sylphs o: 
the arena must have looked lovely h, and look lovely still, 
and still they go jumping over ribbons an: through papered hoops, 
but they grow, when you have seen many, a trifle tiring, as do the 
jokes of the “ merry, mirth-provoking” clown. 

llowever, everybody does not think alike, and no doubt there 


are nny items in Herr Wulff’s show that are new to the majority 
of the audience. There is the gallant-looking Gustave Gabriel, 
und there is Mlle, Anna, who bestrides her -backed steed ; 
and does dashing deeds of horsemanship. 

And then there is the Florenz troupe—or family, perhaps, I can't 
be sure—who give what may be termed a large-sized drawing-room 
entertainment. The troupe consists of a lady, four gentlemen, 
und a boy attired in evening dress, The lady bore with ease two 
gentlemen standing on one another's shoulders, and the other two 
sentlemen chucked the boy into the air, who, after turning a 
somersault, alighted safely on the shoulders of the topmost gentle- 
nan, Then there is a wonderful troupe of Italian Clowns, 

Of the drollsin the ring, Paoli, as a blundering busy-body, pleases 
me most, and the way he knocks up against and tumbles over 
things is a funny. I wonder whether a clown ever has a sick 
headache. Perhaps under Herr Wulff’s regime, as at Barnum’s 

xreatest show on earth,” the strictest teetotalism is enforced. In 
a recent interview with the ohpeery who travels around collect- 
ing curiosities, he is repo to have said that he “ has to impress 

upon his human ac- 
quisitions the char- 
r) acteristics of Bar. 
num’s, which is a 
) community govern- 
y ed by a rigid code 
of morals. Power 
e is reserved to the 
q authorities of the 
show to instantly 
dismiss any person 
whose conduct 
either within or 
without its precincts 
ia likely to cnuse the 
least scandal, The 
advent of the Bar- 
num ‘show to an 
American town in- 
duces a public holi- 
day; one of the 
most amusing fen- 
tures of which is the 
effort of the 
Ape churches to partici- 
f. pate in the money 
movement. You will 
ee p see outside the 
Churches such notices as ‘The Ladies of the United Free Church 
“uhounce © twenty-five per cent. lunch on the day of Barnum’s 
noe the ae of the lunch being devoted, as the profits of a 
6 Asa might be, to the church funds.” They must be funny people 
‘ in those parts, but evidently Barnum better knew how to 
we a them than he did for Londoners. 
a ul it's show, as a circus, is ns good as it could be, and ought to 
“trict circus-goers in their thousands, 


Italian Clowns, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLOPER's Pl are made from the prescription of an 
Eminent Physician, practising in the West End of London, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


14 Furnival'’s Inn, E.C., October Mth, 1894. 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, E.C, 

DEAR SIRs—In asking you to send me another box of the SLOPER'S PILL, 
I desire to state that I got the first box as an experiment, and although I am not 
able to say of my own knowlelze that they will effect all that is claimed for 
them, I am bound to confess that when I feel seedy and off colour, th..t one of the 
ills, taken at night, invariably restores me to my normal condition by the morn- 
ng, without any of that pain and discomfort incidental to the, majority of 
medicines. I feel confident that the pills contain very valuable curative qualities, 

T enclose stamps to cover cost, and am, yours faithfully, L. M. MIDDLETON. 


27 Claremont Terrace, Fratton, October 25th, 1894, 
DEAR Strs—Your SLOPER's PILLS are really most excellent. I have been 
suffering from Sick-Heaslaches and Loss of Appetite. I found, after taking one 
box, a most wonderful difference. I shall-always tuke them for the future, give 
them to my children, and recommend them to my friends. Faithfully yours, 
JESSIE SMART. 


West Pier, Brighton, October 29th, 1894. 
rey send me two boxes of your SLOrkKR's PILLS, as my wife and 

children have found great benefit from them, and zays she woukl not like to be 

without them. They have saved my son a serious illness, Yours Lage 


POOLE. 


4 and 6 Cannon Street, London, E,C., 
Messrs, GURDEN & Cq. November Ist, 18%. 

GENTLEMEX,—It gives me very great pleasure in being able to write and 
aay I have derived great benefit from your SLOPER'S PILLS ; in fact, I might 
say, the cure has been almost a miracle, having been such,a long sufferer with 
my liver, which is of a sluzgish nature. Since I have commenced taking the 
pills, I feel quite a different man, and shall not hesitate in recommending your 
ills to all my f: I may mention you can make what use you like of this 

ter, Yours fuithfully, A. G. BATCOCK. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


1F HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 93°: IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


689 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


ROMANCE AND REALITY ONCE MORE. 

It's a pretty steep, up-hill job, ax A. SLOPER has frequently ere 
now had occasion to record, for a beautiful, languishing, gushing 
girl to make love of a romantic kind to a mere matter-of-fact male 
thing, good-natured, no doubt, but utterly incapable of sentiment 
or romance. None the less did Iris de Spogylesmith—Iris of the 
hazel eyes and auburn-brown tresses —sitting with the lately- 
hooked naval lieutenant, seek to further enslave his heart by the 
beauty of her metaphor. As she nestled by his side, her hands in 
his, and both their eyes cast down upon the carpet, she extended a 
well-shaped (though A. SLOPER cannot conscientiously say a small 
tootsie, in black silk and green morocco, and gently swayec 
a strayed cotton-reel. It was so pretty, so kitten-like—at least, so 
she thought, and, indeed, intended it should be. And he noticed 
it. and she noticed that he noticed it, too. turning her 
delightful eyes full upon his bronzed face whilst he still was deep 
in thought, she said : 

“I have put you in mind of something; set you thinking? 
What is it?” 

“{—er—I, that is, I don’t know that you set me thinking, my 
darling, and yet, somehow, my thoughts drifted back to a little 
thing that took my attention at Ascension last year.” 

“ And what was it?” 

“Why, I actually sat for two houra on the shore one day 
watching a wopping old turtle fooling with a floating pulley block.” 

Iris only sighed wearily, wearily, as, sending the reel flying with 
a vicious kick, she withdrew her delightful trotter, and remarked 
that it seemed a more than ordinary maxvais quarter of an hour to 
tea time. 


DARK DAYS. 

He was a worried and harrassed literary genius, and as he sat on 
a dull, dark. damp November day in the little back parlour he called 
his “study,” and ‘anxiously awaited the inspiration that somehow 
wouldn't come, there came a ring at the door-bell that he knew he 
would have to answer. We say he knew it, becanse the nurse hail 
gone to take the children to school, the “ general" slavey had been 
sent half a mile away to see why the washerwoman hadn't come, 
and his better-half was waiting her turn at the Vestry Hall to 
appeal against the Poor Rate assessment. Only one soul was in 
that house beside himself: that was his wife's mother, whose 
groans, that every now and again came down the staircase, testified 
to the ngonies of the lumbago from which she was supposed to 
be suffering. 

Ting-a-ring. There went the bell again. 

He flung down his pen, and went and ‘opened the door, A 
drenched and ragged man with a truck ! 

“Got'ny old bones, fat, or rubbish yer want ter get rid of?” 

Our literary man paused and thunk. A bright inspiration 
floated across hix mind. 

“Why, cert’nly!” he cried, delightedly ; “how much a pound 
are you paying for mothers-in-law this morning?” 

—— 


TOPPING THE TEACHER, 

“BEFORE closing this instructive, and I may say amusing, object 
lesson on the cat,” said the worthy Board-school teacher, as he 
removed his spectacles from behind his ears and breathed upon 
them witha breath that suggested a pint of brown and two steps 
at Lockhart's, “I would draw your attention to the fact that the 
feline tribe possess a rare ability for distinguishing objects in the 
pai If only we poor humans could see things distinctly in the 
dark——" 

“Please. sir. so we can,” chipped in little Teddy Munk hamdummitt, 
from the bottom of the class, 

“[ think you are mistaken, my boy, but let us hear from you 
what we are able to distinguish distinctly in the dark.” 

“W'y, fireworks!” blurted young Edward ; and every boy who 
had singed his hair or blown off a finger on Guy Fawkes’ day 
joined in the roar that went up. 


Tar 
ae 
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HIS WIFE. 


THERR is no life like a married life. 
making of 2 young man, 

Anyone who : a 
can keep himself t* 
can keep a wife. : 
It makes a man | 


To marry early is the 


' 
’ 


thoughtful and ' 
cease to be w ¢- 
waster, 

Yet a man I 
knew did not 
agree to ail this 
quite so readily as 
he might have 
done. 


His name was 
Henry George. 

He was a good 
sort of distinctly 
marriageable man. 

He was good. 
tempered, vet 
without about 
being as meek as 
a Salvation Army 
captain who had 
been found out 
yavins with the 

unds, 

He was not in 
age way a nagger. ps wane 

e married Jane y <a 
Bourke, who had “Paps you think 1 drink?” 
a bit of Irish 
blood in her—and all Irish wives are doubly as much to be relied 
on as the commun order of every day spouse. 

_ If 1 were you, Jane,” he said one day—“even if you do feel a 
little sinking—I shouldn't take ona whisky and soda for lunch.” 

* P’r'ps you think I drink?" said the lady. 
wee annoyed, and answered, “1 didn't think anything of the 
nd, 

He was not a natural-born nagger. 

Another time he had occasion to say, “If 1 were you, Jane, I 
shouldn't make myself quite so free with that fellow Jameson— 
he . . bad egg, and always talking about the women who are gone 
on him. 

* P’r'aps you think I'm up to something wrong?” said the lady. 

He was annoyed again. 

“T didn’t think anything of the kind,” he answered. 

He was not a jealous idiot. 

Now, you may naturally think that any woman with anything in 
her would have been square to him in evervthing. 

An unsuspicious 
husband has the 
least cause to 
suspicious. Women 
are always fairer to 
® man who trusts 


them. 
This is what the 


the same, 
Jane bolted—1 don't 
mean the garden 
gate — but awars, 
with an ex-militis 
captain, who tra- 
velled in the wine 
trade. Henry 
George, although b 

no means a fool, 
loved this woman. 

He searched for 
her high and low. 
But all Scotland 
and over 
worth of 
private inquiring, 
never managed to 
find her. 

He used to be fool 
enough to carry her 
miniature fastened 
to his watch chain. 

Often when he was 
at his decent suburban club, when there was more billiards played 
than he cared for, and the Scotch whisky flowed freely, he would 
open that gold locket and look at the pretty face of the woman who 
was no more worth remembering than a County Councillor's speech. 

One night he happened to drop in for a minute at the Variety 
Mnsic-Hall. 

The usual young woman, with a face as long—I mean as short as 
a skirt—was squarking and hopping about the stage. 

He was andlox by the stalls bar. When he left he found that 
his chain and locket had been snipped off. ; 

Half an hour afterwards a woman and man were quarrelling 
over the plunder. 

“I'll keep the chain, and you can have the locket,” said the man, 

“Not me!” and the woman used some particularly adjective- 
enriched language. 

“ He's good-looking, ae Lill said the sweli mobsman. 
the locket he showed the face within. 

“My G—d'!" said the woman, “ and I thought it was like him 


“My G—d!" said the woman, 


Opening 


when his back was 
towards me. Ul 
tnke it for my 


whack,” she added. 

“As you please,” 
said the thief. 

The clock tower 
was striking one 
when the woman ~~ 
wae standing on Gy 
Waterloo — Bridge “” 
trying to look at 
the portrait of her- 
self in the moon- 
light. 

“And 1 left him 
—who’'s never for- 
gotten me,” she was 
saving. 


Then there was 
the usual splash 
and screnm, and 
hurrying about the 
water. The usual 
journey to the 
mortuary. 

Of course, the 


man who teok away 
the body kept the 
locket. 

Three years after- 
wards Ilenry 
George saw it) in F 
a pawnshop window, He bought it. i ? 

t was just as well that he didn’t know ll the history. Tt would 
have been i good deal better if there had been ny history at all. 


The usual splirhe 


“Coufound it, Jane! Dean't find an-thing in its place, 
What have you been doing ’" * Please, sir, it's missus beeu 
dusting apd putting things straight, sir.” 


*e° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inseried. 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 366.—Mis8 Lucy Mountyoy. 


“For her with weary life I'd part.” —The Dook Snook, 
“To call her mine. Oh, blissful thought!" —tLord Bob, 
“ My love, my sweet, my precious pearl!" —The fon Billy. 


~ 
— 
~ 
Cl 


solemn psalms and soul-stirring hymns, called a * Bomblurticon ; or, 
up 


Previpitate retreat of young Fitzfunkey, after waiting 
tiree quarters of an hour in the cold—dash it all! 


tt has long been the Elder's fondest ambition to blow a trumpet in Sion, so he invested in one of 
those instruments made in the Trongate o' Gleska, which is warranted to make home happy by playing 


hfs music and played, in a soft and gentle manner, “ Ye Bunks and Braes " (especially Brays). 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CORA DE PEARLRIPPLE ANDO MA. 


there's nothing in it. 
Mle, No? 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


X 


Raving receivel private information that Mra, Ormiston Chant, togetner with 
several members of the Licensing Committee, were secretly collecting evidence as 
to the management of the Frivolity Theatre, indignation raged amongst the whole 
strength of the company. “ Look here, dadda,” said Lardi Longsox—she has a pretty 
wry of calling the Old ‘Un “ Dadda,” and he likes it—* Look here, if she comes prying 
behind, although I don't wish to lower myself by doing anything unladylike, I feel 
certain I shall tear her bonnet off."——(1) “Don't be too sure, my child,” said A. 
SLOVER, gently stroking her glossy wig, “she may be in evening dress." ——(2) As 
for Nellie Hikiks, she declared, dramatically, that she would decoy her under the 
vampire trap, and, while quietly couversing, would give the signal to Jowler, the 
carpenter, to let go. Eventually, it was decided to leave A. SLOPEK to circumvent 
the designs of the above-named lady. Mra, Ormiston Chant had just finished writing 
a letter to the Anti-Pleasure Society, informing them that she rejoiced at being 
elected Chairwoman of their Kill-joy Committee, when the Rev. Joseph Jalap, Presi- 
dent of the Vigilance Committce, Battersea Branch, was announced, Entering with 
solemn stride, “ Aud do I,” cried he, “stand in the presence of our energetic fellow- 
worker, Mrs, Ormiston Chant ? Oh!" then he raisel his eyes to the ceiling, “let us 
be joyful!" “Mr, Julap,” said Mrs. Chant, * [am glad tu know you ;;you can be of 
sowe service to ux, Our next crusade will be ayaiust the Frivolity Theatre—do yon 


WHERE 


Scottish Nightingale.” Then he 


2 Se. 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


She, 1\—1—er—dou't think much of your drawing we saw yesterday : 


Ab ! but art is so suggestive now. 


SEN 


1S McNAB’S LICENCEP 


(2) “The puir Elder's groans are frichtful; he maun be sufferin’ 
awfu’,” said the Meenister; “let us go in an’ offer him the conso- 
lations o’ releegion.” “ Releegion be sugared!” roared the Laird. 
“Aw’'ll offer him all the consolation o’ cauld-bluided murder!” 


“ Yea, dear, [ have to clear the letter- 
box before George 1s up. Somehow or 
another he does not care about my male 
cousius communicating with me sv 
often, So stupid, is it mot?” —éyr- 
tract From Letter uf Young Lady. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPGR.—MRS. ORMISTON CHANT. 


c 


4 


SS 


SR 


know it?" “ Yea, verily ! T have been there, and still would go.” “ What!" shrieket 
Mrs, Chant; “oh, you naughty, naughty man!” and burst into tears, “ Nay, way, 
deur sisteren, listen to the voice of truth. Ordained by our branch to visit that place 
of entertainment and report thereon, I was admitted behind the scenes, Ther, 
instead of finding the ladies of the company partaking of champagne with Wealth in 
the Green Room between the acts, short Bible classes were being held and hymns 
sung under the leadership of the conductor of the orchestra.” “You agrevably sur- 
prise me! It will, then, be unnecessary to turn our attention to the Frivolity 7” 
“ Yen, yea!" “Pardon me, Mr. Jalap,” said Mrs, Chant, suddenly, “ your face scems 
familiar to me; tiave we not met before?” “Nay, nay!" “We have!” cried Mrs. 
Chant, triumphantly, “and I know where! You are the man who accosted me ut 
the Empire! Yes, when you were not looking I took a snap shot at you with my 
pocket camera for future reference,” and she produced a sraph,—{3) A. 
SLOPER stood confused |——(4) Scornfully the lady rang the bell, ahd swept from 
the room,——(5) Then a staid domestic, who might have been taken for the twin 
sister of Charley's Aunt, came and showed him out with a look of scorn upon ber 
impassive countenance, On taking his departure, A. SLOPE did not deem it 
necessary to chuck the hand-maid under the chin, as is his fatherly wont, nor did 
he attempt to impriut a kiss upon her cherry lips, 


: : HT ; 
(3) At this juncture the Elder turned on “Scots wha hae,” an’ at 
the line, “We tae yer gory bed,” he put on the forteesiny 
swell orgav. Possibly he overdid it a little that time, but it ‘Il ve 
a’ richt when he gets a wee bit mair practice. 
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* Lemme-gee - cow: Whe-shoukt 
*l- Gackle next-O? 


wt’ 


The Beakun-the Brickfield. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Walk up, there, we are just about to commence! Nothing tawdry in my display, Ladies and = A splendid contest, each to win, Strives hard amidst the battle's din:—Althougn retired, "tis not 
Gentlemen, Oh no, I leave that for the Lord Mayor's Show. My show is nothing if not up-to-date, Jur rest, For now he works with greater cest :-—'Tis strange, but true, that Mra. Chant, Deprived of 
Hs MN, descends to Cant :—Our brick fielda now, so say the wise, Are dena of fecer in disguise, Well, 
the School Board Elections are over at last, for which small mercy London will be heartily 


and is always well stage-managed, as you can see for yourselves, On we go:—/le never waed the 
biy big D, A Saint thensurely he must be:—A wordy war beticen this train, La fought by both . 
glad. We can have too much even of good things —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


with wight and main:—Grim death lic ready ‘neath our feet, To strike us, econ from the street :— 
PREPARING FOR THE WORST. 


LOOKED IT, TOO, POOR THING. 
Weird and gruesome Female (to Doctur's Boy). Is the doctor 
in ?—quick! 


Terrified Boy. Oh, lor! 
Weird and gruesome Female. I'm one of the yellow and black 


young ladies off a New Art Poster—and 0-0-0-0b ! I am so il! ! 


; QUITE JUSTIFIED. 
Da-b my gizzard, if I don't start a society for the abolition of 
walking tours as soon as I get home !" 


A BUSINESS CARD. 


The wildest districts civilized at the shortest notice by the 
For terms, ete. apply, Jobo Ball, Gt. Britain, 


- BUT STILL SHE OBJECTED 
We ce lasae, Well, I never! evening dress in the kitchen 


‘he Cook. Oh. it. won't burt it: it’ < ° ‘ Se teary . ni 
iat 4 * it: it’s only an old one—one of Mabel. Well, you wou't write any silly verves to me, Joe, will you? beeauve peupie ulways langh so when 
“40b'$—quite out of the fushion vow, wu. they are read out in Court, you know. best missionaries. 
i ow $, 
© “a 
8. 


that 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


THE more it has the more it wants. There really seems to be no 
satisfying the rapacious appetite of the British Public for infor- 
mation. In 
spite of the fact 
that last week 
we guve a 
general idea of 
whatourChrist- 
mas Number 
would be like, 
our rs are 
still clamouring 
for particulars. 
Well, necessity 
knows no law, 
so if we must 
divulge our 
secrets we mus 
so that is al 
to be said on 
the subject. In 
the first in- 
stance we have 
to inform our 
subscribers, in a 


KOT FOR 


BOADICEAS 


POCKET whisper, and in 
FLASK the Firleteat 
OISCOVERED confidence, 
IN HER TOMB. pene tet oe 
are going to 

resent gratui- 


urchaser of the “CHriIstaas HouiDays” is 
t is, really, and what is more, it is going to be 
a = Britis ee 
nce, in the programme 0 
be bevectten by both 


tously to every 
simply superb. 

ployed in every ball-room, private and 
The refrain is so pretty that a balljor 
would 
young and old. Having said thus much we cannot in justice to our 
space say more this week. For further particulars we must refer 


which our waltz was not included, 


you to our next issue, *,° 
ACCORDING to Italian law, if a circus does not perform oer oot 
and scene as advertised in porremae or elsewhere, they are 1 ble 
to a penalty of one hun pounds, What a pity the same 
condition does not exist in England, and in connection with all 
ecw of amusement. We might then depend upon a decent show 
or our money. We know of a music-hall not a hundred miles 
from the Strand where the entertainment is almost entirely made 
up of extra turns of a very indifferent nature. Yet their printed 
programme compares favourably with any other in London. 


s 

WE are now threatencd with a rational evening dress for ladies 
for both ball-room and theatre wear. At present we are not in- 
formed what shape this attire A 
is to take, but, doubtless, we 
shall be treated to something 
very appalling in the way of 
garb. Dresses cut low at 
the neck will, of course, be 
severely condemned, and it 
is considered probable that 
the divided skirt will be in- 
sisted upon, especially in the 
ball-room. The care bestowed 
upon us by the Puritanical 
party is really touching. 


THE School Board election 
ix causing so much contro- 
versy in the daily pewepayers 
that nearly everyone in Lon- 
don is becoming school bored. 


Christmas Larks !—which 
has only recently been pub- 
lished—has run through a tre- 
mendous edition, The publi- 
cation has created a greater 
sensation in Eu than 
would a declaration of war 
between France and Ger- 
many. Even the Em 
William has to acknowledge 
the superiority of English 
over German humour. To plead ignorance ot the existence of 
Christmas Larks ! is considered in society and elsewhere to be the 


height of bad taste. Therefore, if there are any among our ers 
who have not a copy in their possession, let them apply for one at 
once. We have still a few copies left, which we s be pleased 


to forward to our subscribers, post free, for 14d. 


* 

Tux F.O.M. has this day conferred his “ Award of Merit” upon 
Ilanry Downs, because he's the Champion Corpse-Reviver. 
“ Feyther.” bubbled out the Blue-Eyed Alexandry, “’ "sa i] 
‘un and deserves the decoration, for, as a compiler of A n 
drinks he stands pre-heminent. any knows the trick of picking 

‘ou up, when you're on the verge of shunting to another, and let's 
‘ope, less lushy world, and no error. I shall never forget how jolly 
quick he put you on yer feet again, the day after that awful buster 
you ‘ad with Gus ‘Arris, Newson-Smith, the Gay Goreton and 
Adney Payne at the Grand Hotel in Paris. It was almost 
the——"” But once again was oratory cut short; this time, by 
the paternal palm of a horny hand. 


s 

iy the name itself was any criterion of what the play was like. 
the fate of John a'Dreame, the new picce at the Haymarket, would 
have been 
sealed before 
even the cure 
tain went up. 
A sillier title 
could not 
well have 
been chozen. 
Fortunately, 
though, the 
title is by far 
the worst fea- 
ome - the 
play. Every- 
th es g else, 
dialogue, 
mounting, 
scenery, 
dresses, etc. is 
really first- 
class, and 
there is little 
doubt but 
that the play 
will draw big 
houses as 
long as it is 
thought 
necessary to 
keep it on the 
Haymarket boards. _ Perhaps the best feature of all is the acting ; it 
is really splendid. Mrs. Patrick Campbell. ns the heroine, surpasses 
herself, whilst Beerbohm Tree has a part which fits him likea glove. 


ALLY SLOPER’G HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Ix spite of the fact that some of our best variety artistes are 
rehearing for Pantomime, the entertainment at most of our lead- 
ing Music-Halle still 

up to the high-water 

At the Canterbury the pro- 
gramme is literally crammed 
right full of good things, and, 
as a consequence, the hall is 
crowded nightly. By-the-by, 
the Canterbury celebrated the 
Forty-second Annive of 
its opening last Friday, when 
High Jinks was the order of 
the eer: of rather of the night, 
until after twelve 
boomed forth from Big Ben. 
Everything went off splen- 
didly, as did A. SLOPER about 
three o'clock in the morning 
with about a hogshead of 
« Unsweetened " inside him. 


Messrs. SYDNEY ACOTT 
AND Co., 124 High taboo | 
Oxford, have just publis 
Twelve Humorous ‘ag 2 

y 
For the 


written and com 

Mostyn T. Pi t. 

gentle suin of three shillings 
net, they will be sant post free 
to anyone who planks down 
the oof. In a musical moment, 
ALLY sent his three bob to 
Messrs, A: and ever since, 
the air of Mildew Court has been chockfull of these really 
admirable ditties. Alexandry is always at ‘em. 


ALTHOUGH ALLY is up to his eyes in it preparing his tic 
twopenn‘orth, he found tess last week to pop ime seh mow 
H Fleet Street, to be present at the first of this season's 
renowned Fleet Street Smokers. Messrs. Anning, Bell and Gould 
were weil to the front in theirattention to the guests ; and tow: 
the latter part of the evening ay. helped the Old Man out and 
laid him on the pavement, for which ion ALLY returns 
them his heartfelt 


ss 
s 

IF there are any among our readers who have not yet paid a visit 
to the Knightebridge § Rink they had best remedy their 
oversight at the first ity. It would be a shame to miss 
testing such a delightful ing rink. And look at the convenience 
too; why, the doctors in the neighbourhood can be numbered by 

scores, *,° 
Is Jabez 8 Balfour going to be delivered into our hands or 
is he not? is is a very important question to newspaper editors, 


who at present seem 
to be altogether at sea 
as to the intentions of 
the Argentine Govern- 
ment. Whilst one 
morning we are in- 
formed that his imme- 
diate extradition is as- 
a, the next day we 
arccalmly told that the 
return of Jabez to 
England is extremely 
doubtful, at any rate 
at present. ell, if 
the genial gentleman 
does ever condescend 
S a rule vary shores 

can depend upon a 
very warm welcome, 
compares to which a 
few hours in a red-hot 
furnace would be as 

ing. *.° 


THE Entertainment 
ven by the Brighton 
ies’ Swimming 
Club, at the Hove Baths 
on the evening of 
Thursday, November 15th, was a big go. Great interest was taken 
by the competitors and members of the Club in a handsome 
Prize Cup, presented by Messrs. Gurden and Co., the Proprietors 
of Sloper’s Pills. ee 
s 


THE Eminent begs to congratulate Mr. Frank Lockwood, Q.C. 
upon having attained that position in the legal world for de 


he has so long laboured. The Solicitor-Generalship is, undoubtedly, 
one of the plums of the profession, and wu no one could it have 


been more worthily bestowed than the atal Frank. Although 
they have been opponents on more than one occasion, A. SLOPER 
= so Hi-tonting, her eee Moree have Lan no person in 
ng! more pleased ear of the learned Rt 
cee ri : ee Q.C.'s promotion than 
s 


Docs generally seem to take a great interest in A. SLOPER. 
do so it is difficult to surmise. Probably they 


rate, at the 
Bulldog Show 
at the Royal 
Aquarium last 
week they were 
more forcible 
than polite. 
Bulldogs have 
a strong par- 
tiality for 
trouser backs, 
which seems to 
the Eminent to 
be in very bad 
taste. But still 
ALLY managed 


with half his 
trousers intact. 
Nevertheless, 
he bears no 
animosity, and 
begs to tender 
the Aquarium 
management 
his sincere con- 
gratulations on 
the success at- 
tained by their Dulldug Show, the entries for which, he believes, 
was a record one, ee 
s 


WE nre pleased to see that Mr. George Alexander has revived The 
Masqueraders at the St. James's Theatre. When withdrawn, the 
piece had not by any means outstayed its welcome. _ It is, there- 
ore, not surprising to learn that the piece is now going splendidly. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CaLENDAR VOR THE WERK ENDING DECEMBER 187, 1694, 
—s 


25th November, 1889,—Great consternation was caused nt 
& temperance meeting at Kristol this night by the sudden death of 
Mra, William Terrett, the wife of a member of the Bristol Town 
Council. She had just finished addressing the gathering, and her 
daughter was singing, when Mrs. Terrett fell back insensible. 
— summoned, but she was dead on his arrival. Her 
hus was with her on the platform. Mrz, Terrett was well. 
known as an active temperance advocate, and several years avo 
she was general of the White Ribbon amr, which at that time 
carried on a spirited temperance crusade in the West of England. 


26th November, 1890.—A lady this day, writing to the 
Daily Telegraph, says :—" | advertised 2 few days ago for a cook. 
I was attracted by one who told me that her last mistress, who 
would be very glad to see me if I called, suffered very much from 
weak eyes, and was forced in consequence to sit in semi-darkness— 
such being the imperative orders of the doctor whom she had 
come up to London to consult. I called the next day by appoint. 
ment at the address given to me, and was duly ushered into a 
room .n which all the blinds were drawn down, and a person wa: 
lying op a sofa with dark blue spectacles covering her eyes. The 
character of the servant about whom I was inquiring was more 
than pagan but the language of the ex-mistress of my 
treasure revealed such a prodigal wealth of h’s in the wrong place, 
and such a penurious absence of the same letter where its presence 
was needed, that 1 left the iepareoene with some doubts assailing 
my mind. 1 found that the rooms in which my inter- 
view had taken place had been engaged by a‘ * for the after. 
noon, a week's rental having been asked for and paid. Still more 
suspicious, | asked where the lady had gone, and was told that she 
gone toa neighbouring hotel, but her name was not known 

to the innkeeper. My husband also made discoveries, which left 
no doubt either on my mind or his as to the actual facts of the 
case. The unhappy sufferer from weak eyes, whose state of health 
“a eran her to rise from the sofa, was no other than the cook 

erself, 


27th November, 1868.—The new Globe theatre was this 
night opened by Henry Montagu with Cyril's Success. 


28th November, 1860.—Washington Irving, who died this 
day, received £400 from John Murray for his Sketch Buok. 


20th November, 1814.—The 7imes newspaper was this day 
for the first time printed by machinery, The pressmen threatened 
at first to smash the machines, 


30th November, 1830.—Anton Rubinstein, the Russian 
renee and composer, was born this day. At one of his recitals at 

t. James's Hall, he was accosted by an old lady in the entrance 
hall, just before o’clock, and thus addressed :—“Oh, Mr. 
Rubinstein, I am so fae to see you! I have tried in vain to 
purchase a ticket. lave you. seat you could let me have?” 
* Madam,” said the great pianist, “there is but one seat at mr 
dis; 1, and that you are welcome to, if you think fit to take it.” 
“Uh, yes ; and a thousand thanks! Where is it?” was the excite! 
reply. “At the piano,” smilingly replied Rubenstein. 


1st December, 1818.—‘“ Lord Holland,” says Moore under 
this date, “told a story of a trick practised to attract Lay, toa 
coffee-house in Paris*by announcing that they should see there an 
animal between a.rabbit and a and when you went in thr 
man told you with a grave face that M. pede, the great 
naturalist, nad just sent for the curious animal in order to mak« 
some experiment ; ‘but here,’ said he, ‘are his respectable parents 
(showing a rabbit and carp) that you will find very interesting. 


SERVICEABLE FORTUNE-TELLING. 


ALL pa ne the maiden crawled 
Into a gloomy cellar. 

“Tis wks red, dame, as how you claim 
To be a fortune-teller!” 

“Ido! Ido!” “Then tell me true 
The FORTUNE of young Harry ; 

For by degrees I've learnt that he’s 
Most anxious me to marry. 


And, ere he pops, I fain would wot 
What balance at the bank he’s got!” 
—— 


AS FROM A COOKING CLASS. 


Goopness only knows what hour between midnight and the 
milkman it was when, in a quiet house in a secluded street in the 
sleepiest quarter of Bloomsbury, a dishevelled man crawled bootless 
and coatless into his aupe chamber, with the iron determination 
to creep silently out of his braces or perish in the attempt. But. 
casting 8 furtive glance at the bed, he saw a sight which made hi- 
blood fairly curdle in his veins, and brought back to him the time 
of his echooldays, when he was taught in Greek Mythology that, 
according to hylus, there were three Gorey heads, with only 
one eye.between them, and if these heads looked at you you were 
turned into stone. And he distinctly saw those three heads—there 
was no mistake about it ; what was more, one cold, hard, unflinching 
eye glittered out from that chaos, and a terrible feeling of increasins 
coldness by na to creep all over him. By gosh! it was comin: 
true—not a doubt about it but the stone metamorphosis was about 
to commence, if, indeed, it hadn't sired started : 

Consequently, though it was anything ut a pleasant circumstanc: 
in itself, it was some sort of relief when those three heads rose an 
merged into one, and the one eye merged into two, and a voice 
that was recognised if not actually sweet to hear, inquired : 

“You disgraceful-wretch! Where have you been 

Where had he been? Might as well have interrogated him upor 
an abstruse point of mathematics, or the latest geographic: 
addition to West Africa, for memory with him had long ; ms 
blank—save in one instance. He well remembered one line ta 
o “ Lt "a Hee gements ” in the Zelegraph, and he relied upo 

t to save himee! _ 5 

“Wher've I bin, m' dear? I've b'n teesh'n cook'ry clase, Nashn! 
8'city’s 'n subjec’ taken w's rumom'Iette !” 

“ Rum omelettes, eh?” ” 

“Yesh, in’ dear—duyuknow—c'n you smell m’ breath? ee 

“ Can 11" was the withering reply ; “do youmind taking it dow 
into we back kitchen just for five or ten minutes! 

affor?” P 

“ Hecause the clock is fast, and 1 don't like to stop it by meddling 
with the hands; that breath would do it beautifully. Beast! 
she turned over and hid her head beneath the counterpane. 
did that apostle of cookery in general, and the better ip bel 
of rum omelettes in particular, proceed to drag a pillow Gl c ‘pha 
and make a shake-down on the floor, lest, peradventure, he Bout ‘ 
disturb her in his attempt to enter the bed, and bring * 
renewal of the argument. 


——-——— 


NEXT MONDAY, NOV. 26th. 


JUDY ALMANAC 


For 1895. 
A WONDERFUL SHOW OF GOOD THINGS. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C- 


THREEPENCE. 


Saturday, November 24, 1894.) 
HAY-HO! 


magatipe hasbeen advising wives who are unital to smoking husbands to 
si: all Dandicg of hay in *Re rooms wherein the soker smokes.) i, 
YE husbands who are 
el Tane you Fon A SD 
Oowwey "NO amr -) 


omy FOR A ig Or rather, say hus- 
TAR SNORER Si. eB who smoke), 

=m Observe the advice of 
a well - meaning 


friend, 
Who's _haply 

given to re ; 

If you'd nullify fumes 
of pipe or Siping 

h spoil your 

best rooms, so you 
6a) — 

Go on in those 
cham (don’t let 


the thought jar) 
A nice little bundle 


of hay ! 

beng fumes (so 
an 

Teil’ drive quite 


away, 

That neat little, 
sweet little, bundle 
of hay ! 


The hay bundle mostly is meant for an A 
And at times even husbands may be ”~ 
Put under the Asinine class 
(Methinks Jcould name two or three! 
But, then, if your better th uarters 2 think 
Your husbands come under this head, 
To say 80 might probably weaken love's link, 
So hee a shrewd silence instead ; 
t him e’er puff away 
At his weed or his clay, 
Yow can kill the sad sniff with a bundle of hay ! 


ooo 


A_ WISE PRECAUTION, 

SHE had accepted him. She was his. The momentous question 
had been put and answered, and this sweet, dainty, feathery-haired 
item of scrumptious confectionery was his alone. 

But even as the glorious reality of the proceedings at jose, ba} 
began to dawn upon his imagination, the sweet girl disentang 
herself from his embrace. Kisses are all very well in their bein fh 
when indulged in within reasonable bounds and decent intervals 
for breathing purposes, but when a chap begins to lay ‘em on as 
though he'd got a match on ayainst time and meant to beat the 
fe ord--w L 
they're apt to clo; 
after the first half. 
hour or 80. 

Hastily redue- 
ing her ruffled 
tresses to some. 
thing like order, 
the fair creature 
turned to her 
lover, and her 
words, simple 
though they we 
smote a dull, chil 
terror into his 
heart. 

“George,” she 
said gravely, 
a hat— oe 
about papa?” 

George paled 
as the thought of 
the | inevitable 
interview rushed upon his brain. Morally he was brave,and would 
have refused his dearest pal a drink “on principle,” physically he 
Was—yes, why disguise it/—physically he was a co , and the 
thought of the stern old gentleman with the brusque manner and 
heavy boots caused his heart to sink with a sickening sense of dread. 

* George,” said Miriam again, “ you must see papa.” 

“Ye-es, I suppose I must,” he answered doubtfully ; “er—is he, 
that is, how do you fancy he'll take it?” 

_,” Well, George,” she answered candidly, “since you put it to me 
like that 1 may as well my that I'm extremely doubtful on the 
subject, extremely doubtful indeed. Nay, George, do not tremble 
Vike that, you may approach him without fear, fear at least of 
bodily violence.” 

= You—you are sure of this?" he queried eagerly. 

Absolutely,” responded Miriam won fidently. “ Listen, George. 
| "—blushing shyly—“I rather fancied it wouldn't be long before 
Lint neck fant whe ppereas Stag ine oe 

rae Ry 16 0) 
" What, dearest, what?” seems er avons 
A pair of the softest slippers I could pick out,” concluded Miriam 
triumphantly, “He's wearing ‘em now, George, he’s wearing ‘em 
now. Cut in and get it over and fear nothing.” 
And planting a good smacking buster hank wala his moustache, 


to keep up his coura, 
towards tne door. ge, the fair girl waved her lover sternly 


_ 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 11.—ANDERTON’S HOTEL GIRL. 
A NICER belle, 
A girl more winsome, sweet, 
and witty, 
There does nut dwell 
In all the breadth of London 


City, 
Than she whose picture here 


you see, 
But no wild steed would 
drag from me 
Asingle word in praise of she: 
And the reason why I'll 
breathe to thee! 
Me, SLOPER’S 
No man of verse hat! 
itt ena 
n high rega 
By a or world J’m justly 


eld. 

And, with the Muse assisting 
me, 

1 wrote last week a score and 

Rete lines, in praise of 


she 
Whose beauteous likeness 
here you see ! 


e’er 


And, lo! the girl —_ weening me 
The Laureate of Shoe Lane to be) 

Laid on my cheek back-handers three : 
So I'll sing no song in praise of she ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


—S 


64 Kexnincton RoaD, 8.E., October 30th, 1894. 

DEAR SLOPER,—Have seen your paper, and think the photograph 
of myeelf all right. Thanks so much for your great kindness and 

opinion of me, etc. 

How would the following do for a little sketch in next week's ?— 
A Fact.—I was riding on my bicycle one day, Clapham Common 
way, en route for Ewell. and a lad came riding up alongside said, 
“Where are yer bound for, blag (He, of course, on a 
machine that must have been in the last world, [ should think). 
1 said, “Bound for? Oh, Ewell.” He said, “Do you mind me 

cake?” I said, “Oh, not at all, if you 

get along a bit faster you're going now.” He said, “Oh, 

1 don't believe in pacing ; it’s no & guv'nor, killing yerself. 
does it, etc.” I put up with for a mile or so, and also 


I, “Oh, yes; once.” 
(rather sarcastic), “Oh, a little 
COLLAPSE. 
ally youra, Gus ELEx. 


ee 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No 6.—DEEMING BLUEBEARD SLOPER. 
Born, 1220, Smothered, 1262. 

No sooner had Hubert de Bluefunk —whose accelerated demise 
we last week—been conveniently stowed away in the 
family sepulchre, than Deeming Bluebeard, as the eldest son, 
began to boss the establishment. new baron was of very 
different calibre to his lamented parent, cool as a penny ice, proud 
asa retired tea grocer, and with all the daring of a café chantant 
dancer. Hubert de Bluefunk had had as much dislike to blood- 

asa prize-fighter, but his son and heir would have 
delighted to wallow in gore. He had, indeed, a fine taste for mur- 
der and peasant slaughter, inherited, probably, from his somewhat 
sanguinary gran er, Francis de . It was he, asa 


matter of fact, who the rat poison in his s tipple, and 
Gihougn, ‘kis soul sovelied ‘oh os erele emul 0 ly inartistio = 
method, it was the first real 


Fo gpa se he had up till 
then despatched. True, he brai an inoffensive serf or 
two, and slit the throat of a vassal who had offended him as a 
youth, but these were trifling incidents that could hardly be said 
to count, undertaken as they were in the exuberauce of a boyish 
spirit, disgusted at his father's ignoble distaste for art. 

Magee Blue soon set to work to retrieve the fallen for. 
tunes of his family. He made a very fair start by heavily insuring 
the life of his grandmother (the w’ of Francis Fricassee), but 
although the company up, they ex; ve doubts as to 
the likelihood of the old aon accidentally falling into the moat 
with a couple of: fifty-six weights attached to her tootsicums. 
But with the readiness of resource of a Stock Exchange bankrupt 
under examination, he at once Sahovent himself of another 
method of replenishing the impoverished coffers. Clearing out 
his mother and broth as now useless and expensive encum- 
brances, he placed the fallowing advertisement in the hands of a 
leading matrimonial agent : 

“ MaTRIMONIAL.— Young nobleman, handsome, distinguished 
and accompiished, desires cor*espondence with lady of for- 
tune, with view to s ma. nge. Address, stating exact 
amount of fortune, ‘ Bliss,’ etc., etc.” 

were numerous. Deeming Bluebeard selected the lady 
with the fewest relatives and the N alge ored quantity of coin, and 
shut himself up with his bride in strict seclusion of his grim 
old castle. Alas! his happiness was short-lived. Before a month 
had fled his lady succumbed suddenly to a mysterious malady, said 
by the disconsolate widower to be peculiar to her family. Again 
were the services of the matrimonial agent requisitioned, and 
again did a wealthy bride grace the baronial halls of the Slopers, 
ouly to fall a ra victim to what was described as defective 

rainage. 

The next Lady Sloper disappeared unaccountably, and was sup- 
posed to have eloped with one of the grooms, who was also 
missing, though the subsequent discovery of the two frightfully 
mutilated bodies at the bottom of a disused well did much to 
weaken the theory. When, however, Deeming Bluebeard followed 
his sixth wife to the grave within the space of a twelvemonth, the 
monotonous regan of the proceedings began to arouse suspicion. 

But none dared interfere. The Baron Deeming Bluebeard 
Sloper had the terror for miles around. Nobles who 
committed depredations upon the estate during the weakly reign 
of Hubert de Bluefunk, were found brutally murdered almost 
at their very gates, and little children vaasaned unaccountably. . 

But retribution at length overtook the Bloody Baron, as he was 
nicknamed. The sixteenth Lady Sloper was no mug, and had 
both optics open to their fullest extent, and kept one of them 
always on her husband. Catching him in the act of onenine her 
jugular vein as she Le a she promptly wrenched away his lancet, 
and sat upon his h She was a large woman, and weighed six- 
teen stone in her nightdress, and Deeming Bluebeard was a atitf 
‘un in just a shade under four minutes, 

(To be continued next week. ) 


TWoOoPENCE. 
Poet free, Threepence. 


READY MONDAY, DECEMBER 3rd, 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Nearly 100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 
A SWEETLY Pretty Dance, 
THE ‘‘TOTTIELARDI” VALSE, 


Specially composed by the CHEVALIER L. DEL Bono. 


AXD A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. TuowAs 
(meaguring 21in, x 15 in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SCRAMBLE. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CaRTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


SEASONABLE ANARCHISM. 


AND A LARGE DRaWING, BY Hal LUDLOW, 


“LIVING PICTURES” AT THE “FRIV.” 
(As given on Boxing Night.) 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIO 
never before published, 
TWOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL. 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET ST., Lonpoy, E.C. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
“THE Greatest Sale of the Season”: That of Christmas Larks! 
FRIENDLY Society Mem.—Can the hearts of (f)olk in general be 

described as “The Hearts of Oak” in particular ? 

IT is wrong to fancy that the ple of Liverpool are fond of 

“wallowing in the mire” use they are Liver-puddley-'uns. 
WuHart's the difference between Her Majesty's maid fixing Her 

Majesty's breast-pin, and a lover popping the question ne is 

brooching the Queen, the other “ broaching the sudyect,” 


THE FAMILY GHOST. 


—— 


CHAPTER XIII. 


THE effect of the eloquence of the Family Ghost was most 
striking. Within two hours the two hundred and thirty-five inter- 


loping ghosts 
depa: for Central W-7— 
India, and within wthic 


twenty-four hours 
were initiated into 
their new business, 
and were spreading 
three-corner notes 
all over the world. 


the Susan were ad- 
mirableand reliable 
8 when deal. * 
ng with sea-going 
messages. The 
hosts must have 
iked the business, 
for they were never 
known to re-visit < 
Coltsmere. 
At Coltemere the . 


host to dis- 
pute hissway. Ca; 
tain Ratebane nobly 
redeemed his promise to do honour to the Family Ghost. He 
offered to vacate the whole of the old wing of the house, but the 
Ghost declared it was quite unnecessary. One comfortably 
furnished room was all he required, so one room was set apart as 
haunted, was carefully loc’ up, and gradually the spiders wove 
their nets in the keyhole and gave the outside of the apatanent a 
sufficiently depressing look. Ghost took off his chains, and 
Captain Ratsbane thoughtfully fitted up an electrical apparatus by 
which these chains could be rattled and clanked when the Ghost 
had a mind to the performance. He had only to touch a nob, and 
a jangle he could never rival even when doing a breakdown in the 
old days was the result. 

_ The Family Ghost was only apparent to the outer world by this 
jangle ; but he and Captain Ratsbane had frequent interviews, and 
quite 9 friendship was struck up between them. It t out 
that the Fam- 
ily Spectre 


na 
particularly 
sanguinary 
person during 
the mortal 
stage of his 
career — had 
murdered _ his 
parents and 
several other 
persons, and 
this was a 
bond of union 
between the 
ex-pirate and 
the spectre. 
Gradually the 
spectre con- 
ceived quite a 
liking fer Mr. 
Ratsbane, 
Now that Mr. 
Ratsbane had 
purchased the 
estate, the 
Ghost poiuted 
out that the 
~ line should be 
continued. 

and this could 

‘ only be if Mr. 
Ratsbane married and settled down. Mr. Ratsbane foratime pooh. 
poohed the notion, but the Ghost persisted. Mr. Ratsbane pointed 
out that no pas lady would agree to marry 2 man who lived 
in a haunted house, but the Ghost insisted that that was all fudge. 


A special messenger. 


The young woman of the mt day feared nothing. She rode 
the bicycle publicly, sang ra-ra, Boom-de-ay !” and read “ The 
Heavenly Twins.” ‘Under the circumstances. ghosts had no terror 


for her. If it had been mice it might have been different. 

So Captain Ratsbane was persuaded. There was a nice youn 
lady in the neighbourhood whom the Captain rather liked, an 
when he proposed he was cheerfully acce On the marriage 
day the Ghost was heard to ring a joyous wedding peal on his sus- 

nded chains, and though it was considered a dismal omen by 

ose who heard it, no untoward circumstance occurred. 

Captain Ratsbane proved a most exemplary husband. was elected 
a member of the unty 
Council, and was a diligent 
supporter of the closing of 
pellio-honees on Sunday. 
and other great mensures 
for the distraction of the 
public gaze, from the in- 
capacity of our legislation 
to pass really useful legisla- 
tion. _In course of time 
Mrs. Ratsbane presented 
her husband with a son, 
and again the weird jangle 
of the ghostly chains were 
heard. From time to time 
Mrs. Ratsbane did her duty 
in a similar way, and these 
manifestations of spiritual 
satisfaction were invariably 
heard. Gradually these 
manifestations had an in- 
fluence on the melexboarag 

vet Most of these h: 
Fami ly Ghosts on their 
premises. The fact thata 
ghost with such a respect- 
able and venerable history 
took such an interest in him 
was evidence that he was 


¥ 
Pra ka ia 
The Family Ghost is Ouly at intervals, 
seen only at long inte 
now, and has as much reverence and respect paid t» him as he 
could wish. Nota member of the family, or aservant in the housee, 
would pass along the corridor where his room is situ:ted for 
worlds, and even in daylight there are some sensitive souls who 
shudder, 
THE Exp, 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Y. 


No. 387.—Mr. Lto STonMONT, F.O.S. 


“Without music, without harmony, what would this little 
world of ours be like? Would it be worth living upon? Per- 
ronally, we should say, * Most certainly not.’ And we are not the 
only ones possessing that idea, Leo Stormont has expressed an 
inion that the world withont music would be in a more 
chaotic condition than it was even before man was created. 
Our own opinion on this subject, as on many others, may, and 
very likely will, go for nothing; but no one can accuse Leo 
Stormont of ignorance when he dilates upon music and harmony. 
Music, according to Leo, soothes both the savage and unsavage 
breast better than even Scotch whisky. Possessing the voice of 
a nightingale and the presence of an A pollo, our hero isextremely 
popular with everybody, and his name on any London pro- 
gramme is a certain guarantee of success, He has a very 
varied career, and has appeared both in grand concert and three- 
penny melodrama, Chiefly because he is an excellent siuger, 
Stormont was created F.0.5., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him, May 5th, 1894."—Debrett Jmproved. 


FALSE! FALSE! 


Dentis:. Too big for you! Oh, 1 did that on purpose to allow 
for them wearing down, 


REFERENCES PERMITTED. 
“Ab! this is a sort of general character ; but can you cook ?"” 
~ Just you ask the p'licemen ou my beat wot they thinks o° my 
rabbit pies.” 


“ Blimey ! zan you fight?" “Yus; I thinks." “Then co and 
fight my big brother, and don’t stand swearing at me :” 


24, 1894. 
London: Printed by DALZIEL & Co., at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, N.W., and Tublished by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Strect, E.C.—Saturday, November °4 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYe. 
NOT VERY SATISFACTORY. 


Sho. But I understand that your father has cut you off with a shilling. 


dle. Yes; but my brother started life on even less than that, 
She, And what is he worth pow ? 
dle. Nothing! 


ANKL 
pore la 


(1) Bob Dustifoot (the unempiond, affublny. "Clwer, cully ! are yer “on the road 7" 
Shabbily-dressed Stranyer, Yoo: as vou see, Boh Dustivoot, Right yer har! You 
come along o’ me, pardner, an’ VI put yer up toa tiportwo! [wants another gent 
to join this firm !—(2) “Wot! suin' to call ‘ere, har yer? Yer don't, shorly, never 
incan to say as you're a-zoin’ prarncin’ bup to the ‘ouse with that there self-satterstied 
mug on yer,as if yer honed the bloomin’ place? Why, they'd give yer in chorge ! 
—(3) “Jest drop yer cye on ine. I've bin on this lay for years, an’ 'll show yer 
more the sort of chump you wants for this job. There! there's an expression to 
draw tears from a milestone, ain't it? That's where the hart of the perfession comes 
in—sec? New, you wait ‘ere, and see me work’en, Let yer five bob I gets more out 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPCSED TO. 


This girl would probably have made Dilly 
enate wife had be mearviel her, 

aately. thotert she viltest tame for 
the scene-shifter, whom she married ou the 
proceeds of Billy's pre cut.. 


been too much for nerves.” 


PKs Te 


UNNERVING. 


“Pray, Mr. Brown, what makes you so late home?" * Teen 
round with our Vigilance Cominittee, my dear, and the sights— 


Th 


\ 


“I've been gaining at the rate of a pound al week 
lately.” “Indeed ! that's just w! i 
meals: : 3 just what I've been getting 


“Waiter.” what was that I ordered” *“Spring 
chicken, sir.” “Guess that chicken will have grown 
into a tough old rooster by now ; gimmea chump chop.” 


ESS PUPIL. 


of this ‘ouse than you does!" Shabby Stranger. Done with you!—-() * H'm! 

Well, I don't know ; [ believe I shall do better than that myself, somebow.”——+5! 

Rob Dustifoo*. Ob, lor! I'm all broke up! If that mug goes a-swaggerin up to that 

there flat-footed kickin’-machine like that he'll zit hoofed into gory hattom=! But 

it’s all his own doin’s! May as well stop ‘ere till they throws hout the remains. - 

(6) The “ Kieking-Machine.” Now then! Marster says yer got to ‘and over that five 

bob yer howes ‘im! That's the Marster wot just went in. ‘E says I've got to wire 

the road down with yer if yer don't shell out sharp! 8o fork out now, for I wou't 

stand no nonsense! “Then Dustifoot, not liking the look of the mau, forked out aud 

crawled away, a wiser, but far sadder man. 

TASTES DIFFER. 
my, 
“ 

Holida 
been w 
«llevan 


First Fair (me. Well, what shall it be—semetht 
from Wagner ? 2 Set: 
‘Second Fair One, No, dear; something from Gus E 

* Down the Road.” 


-— 


